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Nick Zedd, Charles Gatewood, the Underground Film Scene—Page 6 
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Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. $3 


Oh, Anne, Just Shut Up 


verybody in America wants to be a casting 
director. All you have to say is, “You know, 


there’s this novel about a single mother .. .” 
“Michelle Pfeiffer should play that!” 


I mean, you don’t even finish the sentence before 


all these experts on acting 
are chiming in. 

“Well, no, this is a 
single mother that has to 
look a little exotic, because 
she’s...” 

“Geena Davis!” 

“... been in a terrible 
car accident and had plas- 
tic surgery...” 

“Angie Dickinson!” 

And this goes on and 
on andon. Andif you think 
it’s obnoxious in everyday 
life, just think what it’s 
like for writers and direc- 
tors and producers who 
sometimes are experts on 
casting. I don’t know why 
people love to play this 
game, but it’s about as ex- 
citing as watching a Mon- 
golian make cheese out of 
yak’s milk. The Final Sacrifice. 

Which brings me to Anne Rice, the Interview 
with the Vampire woman. This lady, who, as far as 
I know, has never directed anything or acted in 
anything in her life, has been mouthing off for years 
about just exactly who she thinks should play the 
vampire in the film version of her novel, Interview 
with the Vampire. She didn’t talk to any of these 
actors. She didn’t ask them to prepare scenes from 
the book. She has no idea what they sound like, look 
like, act like. She just talked about em in public. And 
then the decision was finally made, and Tom Cruise 
got the job. And now she’s mad about it. 

Her exact words were: “He should do himself and 
everyone else a service and withdraw.” 


Paul Scherrer is a kid from Long Island who ventures into Nebraska, 
where the demonic children are rootin around in the cornfield again, 
but he’s smart enough to find Christie Clark, the only babe in the state 
who spends at least half her time in a bikini, in Children of the Corn II: 


She doesn’t much like Brad Pitt being in the 
movie, either. 

Listen, honey, lemme explain something to you. 
If you wanna write, produce and direct the movie, 
then go off somewhere and write, produce and direct 





the goldang movie! But don’t take a big fat paycheck 
from somebody else who’s gonna make the movie, 
and then mouthe off about everything they do. 

We don’t know whether Tom Cruise can play the 
part or not, because we haven’t seen Tom Cruise try 
to play the part yet. 

Everybody loves to pick on this guy. I don’t know 
why. He’s a great actor, and always has been a great 
actor. I even thought he was better than Hoffman in 
Rainman, because his role was harder to make 
interesting. He might be a little looney with the 
Scientology stuff, but who gives a flying frijole any- 
how? Half the actors in El Lay do Scientology, 
because it’s the only religion that believes totally 


dedicating yourself to acting is 
the same as, like, totally dedicat- 
ing yourself to feeding the poor. 
So actors love it. This is no mys- 
tery to me. 

So, Anne, honey, baby, leave 
it alone. Give it a rest. Give Tom 
a break. What if he nails this 
role? Youre gonna feel like a total 
lamebrain, aren’t you? Even if 
you tell him later that you're sorry, 
don’t blame Tom if he refuses to 
grade your personality test. 

And speaking of people who 
could use a little perspective, some 
Rhodes Scholar decided to make 
the sequel to Children of the 
Corn—ten years after the first 
one came out. And there wasn’t 
enough story to make a whole 
movie the first time, so what the 
heck is going on here? 

I have a theory about this. 
think some of these movies have played 17,000 times 
on cable in the last few years, and so what happens 
is 1) you forget how bad the movie is, and 2) you think 
it’s new. Children of the Corn LI: The Final Sacrifice 
probly owes its life to cable, but it does not owe its 
story to Stephen King, I'll guarantee you that. 

They went back to Nebraska to do the sequel, but 
they didn’t have enough money for the nuclear warp- 
speed giant gopher from the original. They have one 
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Terence Knox and Ned Romero demonstrate the ancient Indian 
grimace used to ward off an attack by a giant International 
j Harvester combine in the champion “Huh?” scene of 1993. 


kinda lame scene at the end where the giant gopher 
comes back, but it looks more like somebody threw 
dirt on a carpet and shook it several times. 

The basic plot here is that all the kids of a 
Nebraska town are having secret cult meetings out 
in the corn fields where they slice each other’s hands 
and swear to obey “he who walks behind the rows.” 
Their plan is to kill all the grownups again. (This is 
a new batch of kids, by the way, because the previous 
kids became grownups before they got around to 
making a sequel.) Unfortunately for their plan, the 
grownups are already dying any time they go near 
the cornfields. They get zapped with an electric blue 
death ray, and it’s not clear whether the devil is 
doing this, or the evil children, or “he who walks 
behind the rows,” or the corrupt farmers who don’t 
tell anybody that they’re mixing corn with green goo 
on it in with the healthy corn. 

Anyhow, Terence Knox is a tabloid reporter 
trying to find out what’s going on. Paul Scherrer is 
his son with a bad attitude who tags along with him. 
Christie Clark is a local bimbo-without-a-clue that 
holds the kid’s attention while dad’s working. And 
Ned Romero is a gratuitous wise old Indian with a 
Ph.D. (I’m not kidding.) And basically what all these 
people do is . . . wander around Nebraska for two 
hours. 

Tough one to watch. 

Twenty-nine dead bodies. Zombie youth bri- 
gade. Throat-ripping. Cornstalk impalement. Ex- 
ploding face. Old-lady crushing. Wheelchair Lady 
creamed by a dumptruck and launched through the 
plate-glass window of a bingo parlor. Character 
actor grinding and threshing. Death by voodoo nose- 
bleed. Hypodermic attack. Palm-slicing. Body-part 
jubilee. One motor vehicle chase. Baseball bat Fu. 


GAG REFLEX 


And, of course, International Harvester Fu. Drive- 
In Academy Award nominations for Ryan Bollman, 
as the ultimate juvenile delinquent who likes to hold 
virgin sacrifices, for saying “I saw the corn—their 
blood was for the corn” and “Adults are such hypo- 
crites”; Christie Clark, for taking a shower with her 
clothes on and grinning for two solid hours; and Ned 
Romero, as Red Bear, for saying “The white man only 
knows how to take” and “Those kids went ape and 
killed everybody.” 

Next time it might help to have a story. 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter hap- 
pens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open the 
mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk 
in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the rest of 
your life. 



































Miscellaneous 

Goodwrench Inner Tube, Juggling bean bags, Northern 
Exposure memo book (3), MPI Home Video western bandana 
(red), Sneakers pop-up 1993 desk calendar (2), TransEco Pos- 
sum & Rodent Snare Trapping Kit, Telegraph Avenue Street 
Calendar 1993, naked woman mini jigsaw puzzle, Stephanie’s 
“The Truth About Men” 1993 calendar, Tears of a Princess 
handkerchief, Night of the Living Dead authentic zombie dirt, 
Gahan Wilson monster baseball trading cards, Night of the 
Living Dead trading cards, You Slay Me! trading cards, Addams 
Family Thing puppet, whoopeecushion, KLOLcondom keychain, 
Bloody Visions trading cards, hand buzzer, Quimby adult com- 
ics; 15-second endless loop outgoing message tape, John Travolta 
post card; Rodeo card, deck of cards, New Hampshire Gazette, 
Dancin’ Grannies 1992 calendar, Stephen King postcards, Lash’s 
Place postcard, A Warner Bros. Cartoon postcard (2), “Fatal 
Visions” 1992 calendar for the weird at heart, emergency condom 
keychain, Funny Pages, sexy girl 1992 poster calendar, Tele- 
graph Avenue Street 1992 Calendar, 1992 Rhino calendar, 
puzzler games (2), The Movie Channel balloons, Loadstar Com- 
modore discs, Dallas Mavericks ’89-90 team calendars, Dallas 
Mavericks ’90-91 team calendar, Intratec Firearms 1993 calen- 
dar, Charlie Foxe stickers (10), various postcards, Centrum 
wristwatch wallet, face stamps, The Movie Channel frisbees (4). 





BY Shannon Wheeler 






Uj, Drive-In Theater YY 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

November 27: Love in Hong Kong: This might be the lamest 
soft-core sex flick in the history of motion pictures. It’s the badly- 
dubbed 1983 story of Hong Kong journalist Marianne Aubert, 
who’s also the only absolute skag ever to star in a sex flick. In order 
to satisfy her tabloid editor, she recruits two sex-crazed friends 
from New York, Veronique de Laisse and Frankie Way, and 
they attempt to have sex in public with unsuspecting men, so that 
Aubert’s photographer can secretly take pictures for publication. 
All the negatives are destroyed, though, by Lilly Chan, a spy for 
another newspaper in town, so they have to do this over and over 
and over again. Sometimes the picture actually slows down due to 
the sleaze sticking to the celluloid. Zero stars. (Second feature: Kiss 
Me a Killer: First-rate erotic thriller starring Julie Carmen as a 
beautiful hot-blooded woman married to the blustery, blubbery, 
violent Guy Boyd, two-fisted owner of an East El Lay honky-tonk. 
When singer/guitarist Robert Beltran shows up, business im- 
proves—and so do the sex scenes. Four stars.) 

December 4: Joe Bob’s special guest will be Ava Cadell, star 
of the first feature, Hard Hunted. (Second feature: Ambition.) 

December 11: Hellraiser IIT. (Second feature: Killer Image.) 

December 18: Savage Instinct, Inner Sanctum. 

December 25: Affairs of the Heart, Doctor Mordrid. 

December 31: “Joe Bob’s Bimbo Jamboree,” a special New 
Year’s Eve marathon of airhead party movies, starting at midnight 
Eastern time with Miracle Beach, followed by Bikini Summer II 
and Sorority House Massacre IT. 

January 1: Three For One, Emanuelle in the Orient. 
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How Are Men Like Noodles? The Ulti- 
mate Jokebook About Men (Cindy Garner): 


This painfully lame collection of supposed male- 
bashing jokes does little more than stick its 
tongue out at them. How many jokes about men 
not asking for directions must we tolerate in a 
lifetime? It’s time to take a stand and just say no. 
No stars. El zippo. Zilch. ($3.95. Newport House, 
Inc., 107 R.R. 620 S., Suite 7-A, Austin, TX 
78734.) 


Let's give the creators of ‘Flesh Gordon’ a bigger budget next time, and... 


Let’s Assassinate the FCC 


hey just announced that they can ram 500 TV The FCC was created in the 1920’s for one 

channels through the same cable. You know reason. There was a “limited radio spectrum,” and so 

what this means, don’t you? It means that any day they had to allocate signals and keep the airwaves 
os free for everyone. 

Listen up, you Rhodes Scholars in Dee 
Cee. It’s not limited anymore, Bozos! You 
can have as many T'V stations as you want. 
You've already got so many radio signals 
that a lot of em aren’t even used. You can 
buy radio stations for $5,000. We’ve got 
scientific gizmos from the military that can 
mix up signals, scramble em, parcel em out, 
spread em through the air, and play gin 
rummy with em, so that they never interfere 
with one another. 

So the original reason Congress gave for 
the FCC—that we can’t have unlimited First 
Amendment rights for broadcasters, because 
they would all try to broadcast over the 

— : same signal—doesn’t apply. 
Vince Murdocco as Flesh Gordon and Robyn Kelly as So we've got this organization that only 


his inter-galactic girlfriend share asomber moment in__ the British could invent. It’s like an organi- 
Flesh Gordon 2: Flesh Gordon Meets the Cosmic Cheer- zation set up to decide how many newspa- 





leaders, the sequel that asks the question, “Why?” pers each town in America can have. 
now it can require six hours just to go around the dial You want good TV? 
and discover that nothing’s on. Put in the 500 channels. 

But you know what it could mean? Get rid of the FCC. 

It could mean we could have the greatest TV in Get rid of the “Fairness Doctrine.” 
the world. We could have the Drive-In Channel, the Get rid of all licensing of what people can say. 
Nookie Channel, the Fat-People Channel, the Paki- These guys are not American. I don’t care what 
stani Chiropractic Channel, the Films-Made-on-the- they say. They don’t really like democracy. 
Lower-East-Side-Never-Before-Seen-Outside-Punk- Sorry to get so worked up, but stuff like this just 


Clubs Channel—and we could have em all paid for, burns my bacon. Anyhow, on to more important 
too. Money-makers. We wouldn't have to go around _ topics, like the long-awaited sequel to Flesh Gordon. 
making cheap videos on access TV if we nA as 
had some weird thing to put on. 

There’s only one thing standing in 
the way. 

The F double-C. Which stands for 
the “Fraidy Cat Court.” These are the 
guys who spend all their time fining 
Howard Stern and threatening TV sta- 
tions with the loss of their license. The 
latest thing they did was pass a rule S| 
that you can’t have as much advertis- | LP * 
ing on Saturday-morning children’s 7 ge : Le ” 
shows as on adult shows. Immediate F @@ | . ae we 
result: the cartoon animation got even - oe tl 
worse than it already was. And now we 
just got a Congress that wants these 
geniuses to have more censorship pow- 
ers. 
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Aren’t we gettin a little old for this? You don’t wanna know what they’re about to do to Robyn. 
4 


It took em eighteen years to make Flesh Gordon 2: 
Flesh Gordon Meets the Cosmic Cheerleaders, but, 
I'll tell you, it was worth the... well, it’s better than 
getting whopped up side the head with a bag of 
nickels. 

Remember the corny seventies porno acting in 
the original Flesh? 

Well, it’s gotten even hokier. And they said it 
couldn’t be done. Vince Murdocco stars as the over- 
sexed superhero in purple tights and a penis-shaped 
rocket, with Robyn Kelly as his whiny big-lipped 
girlfriend. And basically it’s the story of how Flesh 
gets kidnapped by cheerleaders, taken to the Ice 
Planet, subjected to sensory-overload Busby Berke- 
ley swimsuit aerobics dancing, captured by Robunda 
Hooters (played by the enormously talented Morgan 
Fox), and kept for scientific research because a 
deadly impotence ray has knocked out all the men of 
the world, if you know what I mean and I think you 
do. 

Meanwhile, we've got some of the grossest gross- 
out scenes I’ve ever seen in my lifetime, and I have 
not spent my life in Ardmore, Oklahoma. 

For example, when the girlfriend and her mad 
doctor friend are chasing after Flesh in their breast- 
shaped rocket ship, they must first pass through, not 
an asteroid field, but a hemorrhoid field. And, I 
mean, it’s scarier than anything they ever had in 
Star Wars. I don’t even wanna go into it. 
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It’s amazing what a few accessories can do for 
your acting ability. 





William Dennis Hunt, emoting. 

But it gets worse. They go to a place inhabited 
exclusively by excrement beings. That’s all I’m gonna 
say. I’m not gonna describe it. I don’t wanna think 
about it. The worst part of it is, they stay there, in 
this one scene, for what seems like hours. 

In other words, it’s gross, it’s tasteless, it’s cheap. 
They managed to make the whole movie without 
hiring a single actor. It’s kind of like a movie for 
people who think Police Academy is too intellectual. 
I worship this movie. 

Three dead bodies. Forty-eight breasts. Monster 
flatulence. Breast-shaped mountain range. Homo- 
sexual whangdoodle-head monster. Octopus nookie. 
Pie fight. Gratuitous aerobic dancing. Kung Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Morgan 
Fox, as Robunda Hooters, for saying “We don’t want 
your money, just your virility”; Bruce Scott, as the 
Igor character, for saying “We will export impotence 
across the universe!”; William Dennis Hunt, as the 
Evil Presence, for saying “Stop your blubbering and 
tie her up!”; and Melissa Mounds, whose name says 
it all. Featuring that great rock ballad, “When I Met 
You in the Bow! of Love.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Victory Over Communism! 


The Ludwigsburg Drive-In, in Ludwigsburg, 
Germany, is open 365 days a year, with double 
features every night, proving why West Ger- 
many triumphed over East Germany. Dixon H. 
Deeble reminds us that, with eternal vigilance, 
the drive-in will never die. 


Reviews by the Underground Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


POLIcE STATE 


In this “training video for Rodney King,” the “ultimate angry 
young man” Nick Zedd makes a “raw, focused” “cinema verite” 





dealers on the Lower East Side in 1985. 


statement on cops, with Zedd arrested for being a junkie by 
“power-tripping asshole cop” Willoughby Sharp, who “looks 
strikingly like Milton Berle and overacts terribly.” Zedd is then 
questioned by “brutal detective” Rockets Redglare, beaten “by 
a succession of law enforcement officials,” and forced into a 
“nihilistic” “roller coaster ride through hell” on the seamy Lower 
East Side. “Like dripping acid into a throbbing wound.” “In the 
fine tradition of New York punk underground films—gritty, 
anarchic, unrelenting.” “An unflinching examination of brutal 
abuse of incidental power. These authority figures aren’t even 
corrupt, theyre just naturally vicious.” “Police State shows what 
Zedd can do telling a simple narrative story. The further away 
from the standard format he strays, the less effective he is.” 
Minority opinion: “Nick is no Richard Kern, but I like him more 
than Cassandra Stark.” Two dead bodies. 
Cigarette in ear. Bulletin the head. Hedge- 
shears Fu. Cast: Flip Crowley. Writer/ 
Director: Zedd. [To order, send an age 
statement and $17.40, payable to James 
Harding, Penetration Films, P.O. Box 1589, 
New York, NY 10009. 1987.] Overall rat- 
ing: 87. 


Wuorecasmu 


Controversial “big-time demento” 
hard-core “acid-trip freak-out” porno col- 
lage featuring lots of “compelling” sex, vio- 
lent images of Nazism, toe-sucking, ankle- 
licking, and general all-around deviant acts, 
directed by and starring Nick Zedd, “in 
full makeup and a dress.” Zedd’s “fast and 
furious” partner is Susan Manson, who 
sports “a very interesting tattoo around 
her breasts.” “Nick should make an effort 


83-80 Decent 





Willoughby Sharp is the pig, Nick Zedd is the junkie, in Police State, Zedd’s film 
version of the “Operation Pressure Point” roundup of suspected junkies and drug 


Official Rating 
System 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 


79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Underground Records 





to arrange for this to be played on the giant screen in back of Pat 
Buchanan’s head during his speech at the next Republican 
convention.” “This is a porn flick messed up by superimposing an 
art film over the print, or vice versa.” “Cool juxtaposition of 
images, but still stupid music shit.” The film has been seized by 
ied es ) Canadian customs and banned in 12 
other countries. Ten breasts. Cast: 
Rick Strange. Writer: Zedd. [To or- 
der, send an age statement and $17.40, 
payable to James Harding, Penetra- 
tion Films, P.O. Box 1589, New York, 
NY 10009. 1989.] Overall rating: 86. 


Werrp AMERICA 


“Amusing” “colorful” “Mondo Cane 
1992” narrated by “funny” “bemused” 
director Charles Gatewood and the 
“terrific” “beautiful” “Hurricane” 
Martha Dille, who “travel across the 
country, deliberately diving into the 
darker sections of town” as they visit 
Mardi Gras in New Orleans, a biker 
rally in Daytona Beach, a wet T-shirt 
contest during spring break, a “legal- 
ize marijuana’ rally in New York, and 
Smutfest in San Francisco, interview- 
ing “lots of lesbians,” sexual perfor- 
mance artist Annie Sprinkle, “sword 
swallowers, piercing extremists, drag 
queens, punks” and various “tattoo- 
lovers, wacky gender benders and post- 
modern primitives,” including the “highlight of the tape”’—a 
woman with green fingernail polish, driving around in her car 
while describing her three-month affair with aman named Jorge, 
who burst in on her in the bathroom at a party. “Much more 
optimistic than most ‘mondo’ movies.” “These are the people that 
elected Clinton.” “The sum total ofall fringe groups equals Middle 
America.” “This film leaves the impression that New York City is 
the most ‘normal’ city of the lot!” “The subject matter is interest- 
ing in and of itself, but Gatewood and Hurricane Martha give it 
an extra-special touch with their narration and their good sense 
of humor and pacing.” “The style is reminiscent of sixties San 
Francisco.” “Hurricane Martha is very amusing with her 
nonplussed attitude regardless of how graphic or awful the 
subject matter she’s discussing.” “Street people trying to be 
clever doesn’t really work.” “The spring 
break segment is boring. Those college kids 
arejust plain dumb.” “One of the low points 
is a biker woman fellating a teddy bear with 
a 12-inch furry penis. She looks like the 
Deliverance hillbilly kid, with a sex change, 
at age 45.” Minority opinion: “The hosts are 
extremely annoying. It sounds like an in- 
teresting idea, but it’s crappily executed 
and often boring: breakdancers and people 
with tattoos just aren’t weird enough.” 
Sixty-four breasts. Tattoo Fu. [To order, 
send a statement that you’re 21 or older, 
and $61.95, plus $3.90 sales tax if you live 
in California, to Flash Video, P.O. Box 
410052, San Francisco, CA 94141. 1990.] 
Overall rating: 85. 


‘[‘HRust IN ME 


“Unpleasant, uncomfortable” “de- 


Highest Rating: 91 (The Amazing Mr. 
Bickford, 1978). 
Lowest Rating: 63 (White Noise, 1991; 
Out of Band Experience, 1992). 


mented comedy” in which 
the “surly” Nick Zedd 
turns in his “best perfor- 
mance,” as he “menacingly 
marches along the side- 
walk to his apartment, 
wipes his butt with a pic- 
ture of Christ, and 
sodomizes his dead girl- 
friend.” “This film would 
give Don Wildmon a coro- 
nary. Not likely to be 
among the American 
Family Association’s top 
ten.” “Existentialism for 
the times: No exit? Dead 
end! Nausea? Vomit! Ex- 
cellent!” “Nick is a great 
missing person and per- 
vert who looks like a 
rocker from Quadro- 
phenia.” “Nick is the ulti- 
mate disaffected youth. If 
Zedd was a bass fisher- 
man, he’d have used his 
dead girlfriend for a bob- 
ber or an anchor, depend- 
ing on her state of decom- 
position.” “J.G. Third- 
well’s music fits perfectly 
with Nick’s badass atti- 
tude.” “The dead girl is cute.” “Nick’s penis rivals porno star Peter 
North.” Minority opinion: “Stupid-shit MTV.” One dead body. 
One breast. Vein slashing. Cast: Margaret Deysier (“excellent, 
thoroughly convincing” as the suicidal girlfriend). Writer/Direc- 
tor: Zedd. [To order, send an age statement and $15, payable to 
James Harding, Penetration Films, P.O. Box 1589, New York, NY 
10009. 1984.] Overall rating: 84. 


BULL FIGHTS A-GO-GO 
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“Funny” “charming” “brilliant” student film starring the 
“great” “suitably quirky” Randy Harmon as an “energetically 
nerdy” rich guy in a wheelchair who tries to win back his 
“conniving bimbo” wife, the “sensual and funny” Lyssie Powell, 
by overcoming his paraplegia and becoming a matador, eventu- 
ally tracking her down at an outdoor restaurant and “bullfight- 
ing” with cars in the middle of the street. Things get out of control 
when the “fantastic” Linda Seabright, as a Nazi S&M biker, 
shows up. The film was loudly hissed by feminists at its premiere 
in aSan Francisco State film class, then it was banned from that 
school’s end-of-the-year public festival. It has since won an 
Honorable Mention at the Central Florida Film Festival. “For a 
student film, it doesn’t try to be ‘art’ or ‘avant-garde’ and merely 
confuse the viewer as to what the point is.” “Light, fun comedy. 
A good first effort.” Minority opinions: “Tries to be cute or funny, 
but doesn’t succeed.” “I don’t get it, and I suspect there’s nothing 
to get.” One dead body. Cast: Bob Watt (“could have played Curly 
in a new incarnation of the Three Stooges” as Orderly #2), 
George W (“doesn’t add much, although not terrible” as Book- 
store Owner), Dennis Hall (Mortician), Chuck Hilbert (Or- 
derly #1). Writer/Director: Andrew McKeen (“witty script,” 
“great”). [Available from Drew McKeen, 755 O’Farrell St. #34, 
San Francisco, CA 94109. 1992.] Overall rating: 82. 


Kw SCARFACE 


“Likeable” camcorder crime drama “in the tradition of Mean 
Streets”—“made well enough that it doesn’t become annoying”— 
with dialogue improvised by the actors in a single day of continu- 
ous shooting, starring “convincingly dumb” Matt Mitler as a 
“stereotypical rude New Yorker” punk “with an unselfconscious 





Nick Zedd gets ready to party in Whoregasm, 
currently banned in 13 countries. 


hint of DeNiro every now and then.” Mitler gets 
out of Sing-Sing, tries to go straight, falls in with 
his old circle of “wise guys,” hooks up with his ex- 
girlfriend, “fast-talking, disarming scam artist” 
Kimberly Flynn, starts doing “collection jobs,” 
and ends up getting killed by a mobster. “The 
improvisational dialogue is very realistic.” “Loads 
of stiff acting by all. The improvisation shows.” 
“The film suffers from Cassevetesitis—too much 
meaning. There’s a reason movies have scripts.” 
“The ad libbing is very apparent—not what you 
desire in a movie.” “Nothing more than a thirties 
B gangster flick, with swearing.” “Lots of non- 
scary violence.” “A snoozer.” Two dead bodies. 
Kung Fu. Switchblade Fu. Cast: Frank Senger 
(“disgustingly believable” as obnoxious small- 
time Mafioso Frankie Vespa), Caroline McDer- 
mot (Sandy), John Powers (Little Tony), Chuck 
Montgomery (Big Tony), Jason Brill (Willie 
the Weasel), Matt Marello (store owner), John 
Maniscalco (nerd). Writer/Producer: David 
Martin. Director: Mitler (“good violent video 
verite style,” “fluidly natural”). [Available from 
Davo Studios, 145 Fourth Ave. #8-M, New York, 
NY 10003. 1991.] Overall rating: 81. 


B LOOD ORGY OF THE 


LEATHER GIRLS 


When director Meredith Lucas couldn’t 
find a distributor for this “exceedingly sleazy and 
cheesy” “disjointed” “low-budget, feminist, teenage-girl gang” 
“gorefest,” she committed suicide. It’s the story of three Catholic 
high school girls who seek revenge after one of their friends is 
raped, “randomly carving up the students they think might be 
responsible.” Their story is narrated in a “Dragnet style” by the 
“pretty funny” Philip Silverstein, as Inspector Norton, al- 
though he “seems to be having a lot of difficulty with his lines.” 
But Owen Maerks, as Dr. Heinz Hremhild, delivers the “most 
hilarious performance” as he ad-libs lines like “The female is the 
deadlier of the species.” Andrew Paris, a “teen tycoon of filth,” 
is also “funny,” but all the leather girls forget their lines much of 
the time, and “cowboy-obsessed” “sexy and believable” Melissa 
Lawrence’s hair color changes from blonde to red to blonde 
again, and she gains and loses weight “real quick.” The “interest- 
ing” Simone Margolis “must have quit the film early, because 
her character disappears.” “From the looks of this, tranquilizers 
were consumed regularly throughout filming.” “It begins with an 
interesting introduction, but fails to develop the motivation for 
the bizarre personalities of the girls, gets a bit vague and artsy, 
then ends with the anticipated torture and murder. Highlight is 
the rectal drilling of a hairy butt.” “Way off the vomit meter. I 
really wasn’t that curious about what the insides of gonads look 
like (ouch!).” “A sense of humor pervades this flick, but the 
direction is uneven—like the video of a bad high school play.” 
“The narrator is necessary since the way some scenes are shot 
make it hard to tell what exactly is happening.” “Reminiscent of 
Herschell Gordon Lewis and John Waters, except this one does 
drag a bit in the middle.” “Some scenes, like an afternoon tea 
dance and Lawrence’s first sexual experience, are shot in a fast- 
edited close-up confusing wacky style and are impossible to figure 
out.” “The psychedelic photography becomes obnoxious after a 
while.” “Great cheesy surf music.” “Worst music I’ve heard since 
Debbie Boone!” “Moronic concept, inept execution, no technique. 
Put me into a deep sleep.” “Some classic dialogue,” as when 
“authentic” Robin Gingold, as “Hitler-obsessed” Sarah, says, 
“Man, I’m stoked on murder.” The best line is “If he can’t catch a 
bowling ball, how can he bea ninja?” [Meredith Lucas, the writer/ 
director, and her producer and brother, Michael Lucas, shot 
this film in San Francisco over one and a half years, completing 
it in 1988, for a total budget of $250,000 they raised from 
investors. They then unsuccessfully tried to sell it to art house 





and exploitation distributors. Meanwhile, Meredith was unable 
to raise additional money for her accumulated lab bills, and her 
only print started to deteriorate through various underground 
showings. In 1989, at the age of 35, she killed herself.] Thirteen 
dead bodies. Nine breasts. Penectomy. Drill to the buttocks. Acid 
trip. Ninja roulette. One motor vehicle chase. One explosion. 

Machete Fu. Since weasel Fu. Cast: Jo Ann Wyman (“good,” 





Catholic girls who plug em, drillem, = Scierwine honor America 
by randomly killing men, in the unhappy Blood Orgy of the 
Leather Girls. When the director couldn’t get a distributor for the 


film, she committed suicide. 


“typecast” as the “big, dumb and strong” Amazon Fleabrain), 
Sven-Erik Geddes, Dale Soules (teacher). Writers: Sarah 
Dickson, Lucas. [To order, send $19.95, payable to Sven-Erik 
Geddes, 1800 Market St. #45, San Francisco, CA 94102. 1988/93. ] 
Overall rating: 81. 


A COWBOY’S GUIDE TO 
FOREIGN FILMS 


“Raw” but “pretty cool” “refreshing hoot” in which three 
rednecks review the plots of films by Bergman, Kurosawa, 
Truffaut, Fellini and “the French neo-realist cowboy cinema.” 
Director/writer/narrator Greg Enyart “shows a certain flair for 
droll, satiric delivery,” even going so far as to dub his own voice 
out of synch in order to sound like Rainer Werner Fassbinder, and 
he’s assisted by the “anemic”-to-“stunning” Red Neckerson and 
“a dumb, slobbering idiot” who is uncredited. “The writing is 
extremely clever and knowledgeable, the editing very impres- 
sive. The satire is strengthened by a straight-ahead sincerity in 
the delivery.” “The Bergman segment reminds me of the great 
1970s parody Da Duva (The Dove).” “Red Neckerson looks like he 
should be playing a banjo in Deliverance.” “The intentionally bad 
dubbing is very amusing.” “Nice music by Wall of Voodoo.” 
Minority opinion: “Lame, lame, lame.” Five dead bodies. Five 
motor vehicle chases. Limbs roll. [Available from Greg Enyart, 
P.O. Box 22303, Carmel, CA 93922. 1991.] Overall rating: 80. 


GIMME DANGER 


“Country-punk psychedelic rocker” Joey Skidmore, who 
“looks like Axl Rose and sounds like Bryan Ferry,” stars in three 
“amateur” music videos, including his anthem “Butt Steak,” with 
cameos by Mojo Nixon, “his usual disgustingly wonderful self,” 


Sir Mix-A-Lot, and the late, great Buck Naked and the Bare 
Bottom Boys, explaining what “Butt Steak” means to them. 
Matreena, a pouty Spanish-Italian babe in lingerie, bares her 
“huge talents” and brandishes a whip in the most memorable 
segments. “The band is tight and entertaining.” “Your basic music 
video with a couple of hooters and some psychedelics thrown in. 

Makes me want to dust off my old strobe light and drop some 
acid.” “Butt Steak’ is a pretty song, but the sound on the 
live version is so bad it can’t be heard.” “Joey’s a bit too 
derivative of Jim Morrison in the first video, but his voice 
is strong and distinctive and has some originality in the 
‘Butt Steak’ song.” “Sounds like it’s been recorded under- 
ground—literally.” “Hokey special effects.” “Fairly typical 
amateur rock videos.” Four breasts. Cast: John Marshall 
(drummer, “looks like a zombie”), Devona (“delectable” as 
Big Mama), Lou Whitney (The Old Cannibal), Jim 
Holopter (The String Plucker), Joe Terry (The Key- 
board Player), Cory “Rico” Corbino (The Bass Player), 
Eric Ambel (The Lead Guitarist), Doug Clifford. Pro- 
ducer/Director: Holopter. [To order, send $12.95 to Mop- 
Top Records, P.O. Box 423, Springfield, MO 65801. 1992/ 
93.] Overall rating: 75. 


ID DDIE BANAY PARTY TAPE 


”» 6 


“Strange” “sloppy” “pretty horrendous” party tape 
given free to subscribers to Houston underground pub- 
lisher Eddie Banay’s fanzine Bogus—“just a bunch of 
random TV clips,” “filled with sex and violence,” “begin- 
ning and ending with Criswell’s opening and closing 
monologues from Ed Wood Jr.’s Orgy of the Dead,” and 
including the Rodney King beating, a Doors commercial, a 
shaving-cream-covered lesbian stripper, serial killers, an old 
Tony Curtis movie, a Friskies cat spot, “culminating in the 
infamous Robert Tilton fart video.” “A completely wasted fat 
sweating Elvis forgetting the lyrics to ‘Are You Lonesome To- 
night?’ is always good for a couple of laughs.” “This should be 
called One Night with My Remote Control.” “Alternates between 
the serious and the unbelieveably funny.” “The Reverend Bob 
sequence will have you laughing out loud—a classic.” “Sopho- 
moric. Abysmal visual quality.” “A lot of it is boring drivel, but 
Reverend Bob and his flatulence and a very doped-up Elvis make 
the viewing worthwhile.” Eight dead bodies. Two breasts. One 
motor vehicle chase. Ten explosions. [To order, write to Eddie 
Banay, Bogus, 14227 Eventide, Cypress, TX 77429. 1991.| Over- 
all rating: 74. 


(QUT OF BAND EXPERIENCE (OBE) 


99 << 99 6¢ 99 66 99 


“Primitive” “crude” “gimmicky” “industrial-noise” “garbage” 
comprised entirely of messages from a telephone answering 
machine, which producer and guitarist Bill T. Miller of Boston 
gets from his 800 number, 1-800-OUT-BAND, then combines 
with noise. “He stands in front of a tie-dyed backdrop wearing a 
monster mask and aseries of tie-dyed T-shirts, while his music— 
which sounds like somebody randomly scanning a radio dial— 
plays.” “Strange—but not strange enough to be interesting or 
memorable.” “A TV 101 project.” “Quick-cut collage suggesting 
ersatz dada psychedelia. Some interview references to ‘the art of 
noise’ fail to convince.” “I just don’t get it.” “Just your average run- 
of-the-mill amateur independent self-promotional rock video.” 
“MTV Meets Hellraiser.” Cast: Bill Jackson (reporter). [To 
order, write to Bill T. Miller, OBE, P.O. Box 221, Boston, MA 
02123. 1992.] Overall rating: 63. 


Members of the Underground Committee are Vicky Bowles, Managing Editor of The National Examiner, Lantana, Fla.; 
Michael Edington, alternative music buyer for a record store, Sicklerville, N.J.; Dymon Enlow, writer, McKinney, Tex.; Roger 
Hippert, lawyer, New Ulm, Minn.; Ken Kish, printer, Berea, O.; George Maranville, video producer, Lexington, Ky.; Richard 
Maxwell, security consultant, Milwaukee; Gem McCann, college student, Republic, Mo.; George Mosley, computer analyst, 
Vancouver, B.C.; Nick Murray, computer engineer, Columbus, O.; Greg Olson, “computer nerd” for Sun Microsystems, Palo 
Alto, Calif.; Jerry L. Parker, real estate appraiser, Crestview, Fla.; John Phelan, research assistant/graduate student in cell 
biology, Irving, Tex.; Vie Stanley, writer/publisher, Des Plaines, IIl.; and Wynn Winberg, videotape editor, Arlington, Tex. 


o to your collec- 

tion of Harle- 
quin novels—we’ll 
wait—and pull out 
Seeing Red, by 
Roseanne _ Wil- 
liams, novel num- 
ber 431 in the . 
“Temptation” series. 
Now turn to page 
162, for an extended 
discussion of... Joe 
Bob! This may be the 
most unlikely place 
Joe Bob has ever 
turned up, but it 
makes a little bit of 
sense, since the story 
line of Seeing Red has 
“sorgeous’ Larinda Out- 
law inheriting a run- 
down drive-in that’s 
managed by “hot, sexy 
Cash Bowman” (don’t 
you love these names?). 
But the main reason Joe 
Bob is in the book is 
because Roseanne Wil- 
liams, better known to 
her friends and family 
as Sheila Slattery of 
Portola Valley, Califor- 
nia, is a fan. “Joe Bob’s 
column helped inspire 
some crucial story ele- 
ments here,” she admits. 
So rip those bodices and 
check it out. 


€ 
Ever heard of Gene 
McPherson? How 


about Earl J. Deems? 
Even hardcore video 
nerds won't recognize 
the names, but they are 
the most famousauteurs 
in the world of the most 
despised and belittled 
form of filmmaking— 
the driver’s education 
film. During the sixties 


and seventies, Deems “churned out 19 of the most 
hideously authentic crash films ever made,” while 


McPherson made only 


(1972?), which is so good that it ensures his place in 


the Driver’s Education 
know all this? Because 


California, a devotee of these films, has founded a 
new zine called, appropriately, The Last Prom. The 


... Mherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out€-of-€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 

movies, Comic books, and other 





places where misfits dwell. 


SEANNE WILLIAMS 


Fabio, eat your heart out. 


one film, The Last Prom 


Hall of Fame. How do we 
Ralph Coon of Burbank, 


$2.98 February 





first 16-page issue is 
dedicated to driver’s 
education films, but 
he’s not limiting his 
research to that 
area. He says he'll 
explore all areas of 
“eclectic esoterica.” 
It’s a fascinating de- 
but, though, chart- 
ing the rise and fall 
of the grisly high-— 
way-carnage films 
that most large 
school systems no 
longer show. Most of 
them were made with 
the cooperation of the 
Ohio Highway Patrol, 
and consisted of music 
and somber narration 
laid over scene after 
scene of bloody real-life 
accident victims. The 
first “reality” film was 
Safety or Slaughter, 
made in Canadain 1958. 
The first American film 
was Signal 30 (1959), 
directed by Dick Wy- 
man of Mansfield, Ohio, 
after he lost a friend toa 
car accident. (“Signal 30” 
was the Ohio Highway 
Patrol’s official code for 
a fatal crash.) Wyman 
rode around in the back 
of ambulances until he 
collected enough footage 
of real accident victims. 
He thought that schools 
and civic groups would 
go for the shock value of 
it, but no one was inter- 
ested. But the genre hit 
its stride in the sixties 
when Deems, who origi- 
nally worked for Wyman 
as his accountant, made 
the best-remembered of 
all the driver’s educa- 


tion films—Mechanized Death, Wheels of Tragedy 
and Highways of Agony. At the end of his history of 
these films, Coon makes an appeal for someone to 
resurrect them on video, just as the “drug menace” 
films of the thirties were revived. We second the 
motion. Meanwhile, send two bucks for a copy of The 
Last Prom to: Ralph Coon, 137 S. San Fernando 
Blvd., Box 243, Burbank, CA 91502. 


oy 


x 

A fanzine devoted to one movie and one movie 
only? Yes, it’s The Black Lagoon Bugle, written and 
edited by horror novelist and screenwriter David J. 
Schow, famous (or infamous) for Leatherface: The 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre 3, now working on a film 





The Creature from... 


version of The Crow. His two-page occasionally- 
published Bugle is devoted, of course, to The Crea- 
ture from the Black Lagoon, the 1954 classic starring 
Richard Carlson, Julia Adams, Richard Den- 
ning and the greatest rubber suit ever built. He 
reproduces old poster art, press books, reviews and 
interviews about the movie, and kind of does the 
whole thing as a hobby. If you're nice to him— 
enclose a buck or so for postage—maybe he’ll send 
you one: David J. Schow, 1770 N. Highland Ave. 
#666, Los Angeles, CA 90028. 
€ 

Penny Lane Press is a fairly dry, straightforward 
zine for Beatles fans, relying on subscribers to send 
in information about bootleg CD’s, foreign concert 
appearances, rare TV interviews, and other minu- 
tiae for the people who follow every single develop- 
ment in the lives of the Fab Four. The worshipful 
Clint Ard of Clarkston, Georgia, puts out the monthly 
eight-pager, which goes for $8 a year, payable to: 
Clint Ard, Penny Lane Press, 1137 Rogers St., 
Clarkston, GA 30021. 

€ 

From the always provocative Clay Geerdes’ Comix 
Wave, we quote from the man himself, on the current 
preoccupation with “teenage gang violence”: “A group 
of teenagers in uniforms on the athletic field is a 
team, right? Yet the same group of teenagers in 
Raiders jackets downing a Slurpee at the local 7-11 


you know. 


suddenly becomes a dangerous teenage gang. A 
group of teenaged women jumping up and down in 
skimpy leotards and skirts as they cheer mindlessly 
on the sidelines of a gym floor is a squad of cheerlead- 
ers, but the same group of women in imitation 
coe? jackets and Easter-egg-dyed hairdos 
schmoozing in front of a local 
punk club miraculously be- 
comes a teenage gang. How 
come a group of alkies getting 
shitfaced at their local bar isn’t 
considered a dangerous gang 
of reckless drivers? Why don’t 
we ever read stories about the 
gangs of violent frustrated 
housewives stoned on Valium 
or Librium who hang around 
the malls and the laundromats? 
. . It might surprise you to 
know that teenagers don’t hate 
their parents. They hate con- 
trol. The weaker give in, but 
the stronger fight back, and, in 
our society, to fight back is to 
get into crime and go to prison. 
. The teen rebel, the alien- 
ated gang member, is a media 
creation just as the loyal family 
member was in the days of ra- 
dio and earlier TV. This image 
is maintained and justified in the board rooms be- 
cause it sells, but it destroys the structure of the 
family at the same time. Insidious, isn’t it?” To which 
we say: “Hear, hear.” Clay Geerdes, the most well- 
informed guy in America on the subject of under- 
ground comics, is just like Joe Bob. He never stays on 
the subject. So you get a little of everything in his 
frequently but erratically published little two-page 
sheet, which goes for $9 for the next 12 issues, 
payable to: Clay Geerdes, P.O. Box 7094, Berkeley, 
CA 94707. 
© 
Only Timothy Merello, editor of The Rumor, 
would think of this: a blind taste-test for whiskey. He 
and three of his buddies judged the six Southern 
favorites—W.L. Weller Special Reserve, Jim Beam 
Old Style Sour Mash, Jack Daniels Old No. 7, Maker’s 
Mark, Old Grand-Dad, and George Dickel Old No. 
12—for color, bouquet, taste and smoothness. The 
winner: Jim Beam, with Maker’s Mark a close sec- 
ond. Merello plays in the band Antietam and puts 
out this very funny zine four times a year. He calls 
it an “American culture quarterly,” but it’s mostly 
concerned with music, drinking, comedy and comics. 
The same issue has a tour guide to all the whiskey 
distilleries of Kentucky and a tribute to the late 
Redd Foxx. The typewritten 58-pager goes for ten 
bucks a year, payable to: Timothy G. Merello, 7622 
Lammert Ln., St. Louis, MO 63121. 
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We’re queer, were here, and... 


We Ain’t Birthin’ No Babies 


he courts have started snatchin babies away 

from lesbo couples and giving them to grandma. 
And this is not too surprising, since courts have 
always grabbed babies back from gay-guy couples, 
and, come to think of it, 
they’re not too crazy 
about single-parent ho- 
mos, either. 

And the reason, as 
far as I can tell, is that 
the judges think the 
baby will get all twisted 
up psychologically if it 
grows up in a gay envi- 
ronment. Some of em 
even believe in the mon- 
key-see, monkey-doo 
theory of child rearing, 
which says that, what- 
ever the kid sees Mom 
and Dad do—or Mom 
and Mom, or Dad and 
Dad—he’ll start doing 
himself. 

Actually, if we ran 
statistics on this thing, 
I think we'd find that 
most kids—I would put 
the figure up around 90 
per cent—try to do the 
opposite of what their parents do. If dad has short 
hair, the kid wants long hair. If dad has long hair, the 
kid becomes a skinhead. So really, all the gay-hating 
fundamentalists who are worried about kids becom- 
ing gay should welcome gay child-rearing, under the 
assumption that the kid is gonna wake up some day 
and wanna go trolling for babes in Fort Lauderdale, 
Just to make Daddy mad. 

Another advantage to it, as far as I can tell, is 
that it’s the only kind of parenting where the parent 
has to pass a test up front. The gay couple has to 
either get custody, or go through artificial 
spermatization counseling, or convince an adoption 
agency, or something, to prove that they've got the 
time to do the job and they want to do the job. 

Because basically what we’re talking about here 
is doing a job. It takes about five seconds to get 
pregnant, right? And in my white-trash neck of the 
woods, it normally takes about one second of actually 
planning as to whether you're gonna get pregnant or 
not. And then Mom might or might not want this 
baby. The dad might or might not want this baby. 
But they don’t have to say anything, do anything, or 





sign anything. It’s their baby. And they can yell at it 
for the next eighteen years, dress it in cheap clothes, 
send it to bad schools, feed it bad food, and basically 
yo-yo it into White Trash Hell, and nobody cares. 


Nobody. 

But with = gay 
couples, everybody 
cares. Everybody’s 


watching. Everybody’s 
checking up. Feed the 
kid too much junk food, 
and some busybody 
teacher down at the day- 
care center is gonna be 
calling up child welfare. 
Send the kid out wear- 
ing the same clothes he 
wore yesterday, and 
everybody’s gonna think 
he’s being raised in a 
pig sty. 

These judges think 
that the kid is hanging 
around the house, 
sponging up all the ho- 
mosexual talk he can, 
wondering about his 
identity all day. But the 
kid could care less about 
all that. He’s doing what 
all kids do. He’s trying to manipulate the grown-ups 
into buying Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles. 

This is not hard to fix. 

If they love the kid, leave em alone. 

The kid will figure it out. 

He really will. 

He'll figure it out before the judges will. 


History Preserved! 


The Cross Keys Drive-In, on State Route 
30 just east of New Oxford, Pennsylvania, died 
many years ago, but Pennsylvania loves its 
drive-in heritage so much that the State Mu- 
seum paid to have the marquee cut down, 
preserved, transported and all its neon re- 
stored so that it can have a permanent home in 
the new history gallery of the museum in 
Harrisburg, scheduled to open in 1995. Tho- 
mas B. Rentschler of Hamilton, Ohio, reminds 
us that, with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will 
never die. 


11 


The next time somebody wants to know... 


I’m a Black Pentecostal Jew 


’m not a black female. I’m not a Puerto Rican 

lesbian. I’m not a Native American vegetarian or 
a fundamentalist or an Irish Catholic or a Libertar- 
ian or a gay Yuppie abortion-rights activist. I’m not 
a Mormon, an atheist, an agnostic, a Unitarian, ora 
tree-hugger. 

And, as of today, I’m no longer a white hetero- 
sexual male, either. 

I made up my mind. I quit. ’m not gonna be 
white, heterosexual or male anymore, and I’m not 
gonna be anything else, either. Every time I get a 
form with little boxes on it, asking me what I “am,” 
I’m gonna make up a different answer, depending on 
how I feel that day. 

Some days I'll be female. Some days I'll be 
bisexual. Some days I'll be a flaming triple-reverse 
transcendental upside-down cross-dressing she-male. 

I’m gonna get a list of every ethnic group in the 
world, and pick my ethnic origins at random. Some- 
times Ill be from the Canary Islands. On other days 
I'll be an Eskimo. For the IRS I'll be a Nigerian. For 
the Census Bureau I'll be of mixed Sri Lankan and 
Scottish heritage. For the Gallup Poll, I'll be an 
earnest advocate of independence for my native Fiji. 

I'll join the Black Journalists Association. I don’t 


think there is a White Journalists Association, but if 


there is, I’ll join that, too. And then I'll join the 
Hispanic Journalists Association, and, shoot, why 
should I limit it by profession? [ll join the 
Hispanic Topless Dancers Association. 

I figure it'll take me five, six years to get 
on every special-interest mailing list in 
America, but I'll do it. Pll be a member of 
the National Rifle Association, 
Greenpeace, the NAACP, the South- 
western Cattle Raisers, and Queer Na- 
tion. 

I'll join every church in the En- 
cyclopedia Britannica, from the 
Pentecostals to the Russian Or- 
thodox. And I'll join every non- 
church, too, from peyote wor- 
shippers in New Mexico to New 
Age rock-kissers in Marin 
County. 

I’ll buy property in 
Texas, New York and Cali- 
fornia, so that I can claim citi- 
zenship everywhere, like 
George Bush. And I'll join a dif- 
ferent political party in each state. 

Can you imagine the kind of 
mail I'll get? 


Can you imagine how many people will believe 
I’m their friend? 

And all the time I'll be the only person who 
knows the complete and total truth: 

I don’t wanna belong to anything. 

I don’t wanna be anything. 

I don’t care where I came from, what other 
people have the same ethnic origins as me, or what 
color anybody’s skin is. 

I just wanna confuse the issue, mess up the 
statistics, confound everyone’s expectations. 

Because you know what I’m really sick of? 

I’m sick of everybody choosing up sides all the 
time. 

It doesn’t matter, people, it just doesn’t matter. 

We're all ex- 
actly the same. 

Get used 
to it. 













Dear Joe Bob, 

Here’s a point of view 
from an old carrier pilot. 
The letter was sent to the a) 
San Francisco Chronicle, 
but never run. In the in- 
terest of fair, even- 
handed reporting, I 
thought you might men- 
tion it. 

[Editor: 

As a former Naval 
Aviator I’m appalled that nobody raised a voice in 
defense of the Navy for what has become known as 
the “Tailhook Scandal.” I can’t believe this has been 
blown so out of proportion. 

First let me explain there are some young ladies 
who seek and enjoy the company of young, hand- 
some, hard-bodied navy fliers. In the same manner 
some ladies prefer policemen, attorneys, truck driv- 
ers, accountants or on and on. It’s known as freedom 
of choice, one of the things that makes America 
great. 

In this much publicized case, some women of 
their own volition elected to enter an area where 
there were a number of boozed-up-in-varying-de- 
gree navy fliers. The result was an incident that has 
shaken the nation. Let’s get real. This was a situa- 
tion where some servicemen got drunk and out of 
line. Have any of you out there encountered a situ- 
ation where somebody got drunk and out of line? Did 
you dial 911, then a newspaperman and run for 
cover? It’s happened many times in the past and will 
happen in the future and at no time is it important 
enough to cause the reorganization of a branch of our 
armed forces. 

I sincerely regret that the milquetoast navy 
command is bowing and scraping to professional 
feminists rather than telling them we consent to the 
fact that this incident had the appearance of an 
affront to women. We'll chastise the participants. 
Now let’s get to the business of being a navy. 

Now to crime number two. Somebody at a pri- 
vate party had the audacity to make an obscene joke 
about a member of the House of Representatives. 
Should we call the FBI or should we face the fact that 
as long as this is a free country there'll be jokes, both 
clean and obscene, about politicians at all levels? It’s 
something about free speech, another element that 
makes America great. 

Let’s put things in their proper perspective. | 

Sincerely, 
Don Dondero 
Reno, Nev. 


S 
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Dear Don: 

T agree with you. Ever once ina while, a Navy guy 
has got to let his hair down a little bit, chug thirty or 
forty tall boys, and organize a Bimbo Mud Run. It’s 
traditional. It’s the way we let off steam. Good grief, 


DV 


to the Hopeless 


it’s not like we remember 
their names the next day. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

You'll be pleased to 
know that for some time 
now, you and Linda 
Ellerbee have shared a 
page in the Stars and 
Stripes. This is the result 
of anumber of complaints 
by Baptists (not all—just 
those who don’t find life in these yew-nited states 
funny) about your article. Always ready to champion 
free press, the editors cagily decided to include Miss 
Ellerbee’s article on the same page to show their 
evenhandedness; that is, they picked someone who 
is politically correct, is not wildly popular, and also 
(like them) doesn’t recognize what a joke it all is. 

Complaints have since dropped off. I resolutely, 
like a good soldier, pay the price of being able to read 
your article by forcing myself to also read hers—even 
though I’m not a big fan of baby boomer angst. 

I thought I’d send you today’s page because you 
both happened to comment on Anita Hill. Like Ms. 
Ellerbee, I have my own opinion of who’s telling the 
truth. Neither one is. Another likely scenario that no 
one seems to have considered is that she tried to 
seduce him, he turned her down, she bided her time 
until now to pay him back. 

Please don’t print my name, I want to run for 
president someday. I know I can trust you to protect 
my identity. 





Name withheld 
U.S. Air Force 
Ramstein Air Base, Germany 
Dear Colonel: 
I don’t think Linda Ellerbee or I, either one, could 
help you get elected president, but if she supports you 
and I oppose you, I know you’ve got a better chance. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

RE: Wanda’s subliminal tapes, I have found that 
underneath they do not say what they say they say. 
What they really say is “Buy more tapes.” 

Are you sure about Hulk Hogan as being the very 
worst? 

What about the Boz? 

Angie is amazing. 

Yours, 

Wes Duer 

Oklahoma City, Okla. 
Dear Wes: 

The Boz, unlike the Hulk, can act. Even with 
Angie Dickinson as a co-star, the Hulkster would 
have a hard time. 

You know, you can only razor-blade your fore- 
head so many times before strange things start to 
happen up there. 
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Find That Flick 


MoogogooooOooOoOoOoOoOoOoOoooooOooOooOoOoOoCoOoOoOoOoOoOoOooOoOoOoOoOoOoOooOoooooOoOoOoOoGo 


This Week's Contest 


Nathan Terlip of Temple City, California: “I’m 
writing this letter in the hope that you can help me 
find that flick. It’s a Japanese monster movie that 
came out around 1965. I’m almost positive it was 
called Voyage into Space, although I can’t find it in 
any video store or guide oe _— name. = - my 
friends simply called it 
‘Giant Robot’ because 
that was the hero’s 
name. He was a giant 
atomic robot. Because of 
an accident, he could 
only be controlled by this 
little kid named Johnny 
Sako who talks into a 
wristwatch. He says 
things like ‘Giant robot 
attack! and ‘Giant ro- 
bot, finger missiles!’ The 
movie also had these 
hideously ugly villains 
named gorgons. Here in LA this movie used to be 
shown on TV several times a year, then it just 
disappeared. Please help me, Joe Bob, it’s been at 
least fifteen years since I’ve seen this flick, but I can 
still whistle the tune played at the end. I'd love to 
have a copy of this movie. Since I’m laid up at home 
with two broken legs, any reply would be great.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the August 23 issue, Bill Hale of Anderson, 
California, asked about “an American film [made] in 
England. It is about a black mamba snake that is 
brought into the country and to an apartment house 
where it escapes and gets into the air-conditioning 
ducts.” 

We received 28 correct answers, sO our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And he is... 

John Hudson of Nashville: “The flick is Venom, 
1982 movie that is pretty much exactly how Bill 
describes it. The cast is a virtual Who’s Who of 
sleazoid character actors, including Klaus Kinski 
and Oliver Reed. Opinion seems divided on this one. 
John Stanley raves about it in his book, while Leonard 
Maltin trashes it. All I ever saw of it were the ads 
featuring Klaus and the snake.” 

Additional information came from our 27 run- 
ners-up... 

Joel Watson of Terre Haute, Indiana: “Ah, the 
classic Venom. It came out in 1982 and was, lest we 








Klaus Kinski doedntt like any of the slimy snakes 
in the cast, including Oliver Reed, in the odd 
British import Venom. 


forget, the third flick ever reviewed by the illustrious 
Joe Bob Briggs. Oliver Reed plays a butler who is in 
cahoots with the evil Klaus Kinski. Klaus wants to 
kidnap this little rich kid, but before they pull it off 
the kid’s new pet snake gets loose. Only problem is 
that someone screwed up, and the pet snake is really 
a black mamba, the deadliest and fastest snake in the 
world. The result: Snake Fu. Robert Carrington 
writes and Piers Haggard directs this classic tale of 
missnaken identity. (Har, Har!)” 

Dave Lebec of Pittsburgh: “The snake only 
ge oe and kills bcs villains (Susan George, Reed 
and Kinski), and the 
only highlight is when 
it crawls up Reed’s leg 
and bites him in his 
‘private parts.’ Too bad 
all reptiles aren’t that 
moralistic or else we 
could release them in 
Congress and we'd 
clean up this country 
in no time.” 

D.L. Bogart of 
Joplin, Missouri: “The 
all-dressed-up-with- 
no-place-to-go cast in- 
cluded Sarah Miles, Michael Gough, Nicol 
Williamson, and Sterling Hayden. The bite of the 
reptile du jour causes its victims to swell up courtesy 
of the screen’s most amusingly bad Latex work of the 
year. (Fangoria raved about this flick and its effects 
when it first came out.) More than one legitimate 
reviewer swore the cast had to be drunk on the job. 
As I recall, it looked more like very impure heroin.” 

Ron Miller of Dallas: “There was a strange 
point-of-view shot from the snake’s viewpoint after 
the first two vctims. The lens would mist up as 
though the snake was crying.” 

Bailey Jones of Birmingham, Alabama: “The 
ending, in which we see a clutch of baby mambas 
crawling around in the air-conditioning ducts, 
screamed ‘Sequel,’ but apparently better judgment 
prevailed.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“Piers Haggard also gave us Blood on Satan’s Claw, 
The Quatermass Conclusion and (ugh!) The Fiend- 
ish Plot of Dr. Fu Manchu, which has the ‘distinc- 
tion’ of being Peter Sellers’ final film. Venom fea- 
tures a scene where Reed is pushed around and 
otherwise bullied and intimidated by Kinski, who’s 
about 50 pounds lighter and a head shorter than 
Reed. The film was slated to be directed by Tobe 
Hooper, but when he got to the U.K., something went 
big Moby wrong.” 

Bob Campbell of Weymouth, Massachusetts: 
“Michael Gough plays a real person—the curator of 
reptiles at the London Zoo. There is also some foot- 
age of a real black mamba. This is worth mentioning 
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because most filmmakers using snakes pay no atten- 
tion at all to whether or not the species used is an 
appropriate one to the story’s setting. As an amateur 
herpetologist, I have made somewhat of a study of 
movies in our genre which feature snakes as part of 
the story line. Aside from Venom, the two best snake 
movies available on video are Fangs (1974) and 
Killer Snakes (1972). Both of these are very different 
in style from Venom and from each other. The best 
snake movie still awaiting video release is undoubt- 
edly Sssssss.” 

Christopher Martin of St. Clair Shores, Michi- 
gan: “All in all, it was a thoroughly forgettable film. 
So why do I remember it? Perhaps it was the scene 
where Klaus Kinski disguised himself as a bite 
victim by putting on the woman’s pantyhose. That 
might have easily been his most understated perfor- 
mance.” 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of The 
Joe Bob Report and get two months free. Fourteen months for $35! 
Hurry, offer expires November 30, 1993. 


L 


L| Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. only) 


Yes, here’s $35 for a year’s subscription, plus atwo-month 
bonus—$70 in foreign countries. 








Iron Joe Bob, $19 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 
A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 
Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10 95 
Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, Sold out 


$2 shipping and handling per book. TX residents must add 
8.25% sales tax. Please allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 


Dr. Roberto-Juan Gonzalez of Napa, Califor- 
nia: “Venom may have been a knock-off of a Cana- 
dian film made in 1981 (released in 1983) called 
Spasms. These two films and a third, recent reptil- 
ian-semi-snake movie (regenerated human limbs 
become killer snakes) called Severed Ties (1992) 
have Oliver Reed in common. Is this a drive-in movie 
record for slithering themes? Oliver Reed also has a 
big record in horror movies: he was the romantic lead 
in the musical Oliver! (????) from 1968, and he 
played the adult form of baby-who-could-curdle- 
holy-water-that-grows-up-to-be-a-wolfman in 1961’s 
Curse of the Werewolf. Spasms also included Peter 
Fonda among its cast. It had a great special effect 
scene where a guy in a van was bitten by the 
poisonous snake. His whole body started to swell 
until ooze came out and he exploded. Nice homage to 
Cronenberg. Venom is notorious for the taba 


Joe Bob Offers Something for Nothing! 


Buy a year’s subscription and get two extra months of hiney-kicking free! 








Name 

Address 

City 36s Ape 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC ____ Visa __ Exp. Date 





Signature 


New & Improved Joe Bob Junk! 


Just in time for Christmas . 


Introducing Joe Bob’s official anti-Yuppie ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ coffee mug (for 
Maxwell House only) for just $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 
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(Other side of the mug says: “When did everybody go from thinking | 

that coffee was a form of herpes to this new idea that a fourteen dollar | 
cup of Tahitian Vanilla-Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art 

director for music videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs) | 
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Coming soon! Official Joe Bob Briggs baseball jacket (leather and wool) with 
full-color Joe Bob logo on the back and “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal 
friend of mine” embroidered on the front. Watch for more details! 


1993 Binders Available! 


They’re still street-walkin’ red with the We Are the Weird logo 
and year. 1990 through 1992 also available. $14.95 each or 
$24.95 for two. 


Back Issues Galore! 


$4 per single back issue 


Every issue of The Joe Bob en (We Are the Weird) ever 
published, plus binders: $200 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. Please nole 
that some of the issues have mailing labels on them, but all are’ 
in good condition. Also, a few issues have sold out and will be 
replaced with xerox copies. 


Make all checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dati TX 75221 


look and performance of its cast— 
especially Klaus Kinski, the best 
modern-day vampire in recent 
memory (Nosferatu the Vampyre, 
Herzog, 1979, West German). 
Kinski also deserves a special men- 
tion for his sleeper (?) perfor- 
mances in quite a few drive-in 
movies. He also appeared in a ter- 
rible episode of the Hitchhiker se- 
ries for HBO (now on USA Cable 
Network) playing an orchestra 
conductor with a giant killer ste- 
reo—just like me! Mine killed my 
wife Colene’s rubber tree while 
playing the 1812 Overture with 
digital cannons.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Raisin Blowme of Buffalo; 
Charley Boyd of Batavia, New 
York; Dan Cziraky of Newark, 
New Jersey; S.C. Dacy of Los 
Angeles; Bill W. Dalton of Santa 
Ana, California; Richard Lino- 
leum of Park Forest, Illinois; Tom 
Long of Cincinnati; F.D. Luchok 
of Arlington, Virginia; Shannon 
MacGregor of Zion, Illinois; Gre- 
gory Nicoll of Atlanta; Monroe 
Pastermack of Oakland, Califor- 
nia; Wes Pierce of Orlando; Guy 


Rusiski of Pittsburgh; Michele 


Vaine-Harrison of Temecula, 
California; Kenny Vaughn of 
Bowling Green, Kentucky; Omar 
Velasco of San Antonio, Texas; 
Andrew J. Wanto Jr. of Nema- 
colin, Pennsylvania; Stephen 
Weakley of Elk Grove Village, 
Illinois, and Murray Whichard 
of Poway, California. 


Find That Flick’ Update 


Marc Edward Heuck of Co- 
lumbus, Ohio: “Sorry, but I think 
you goofed. Mike Austin’s June 28 
film description [identified by the 
winner as Stir Crazy|sounds much 
more like a scene in Going Ber- 
serk, from 1983, I think. John 
Candy is the star, and there is a 
courtroom scene where he waits 
to be arraigned, and is hit up for 
drugs by a twitchy man who turns 
out to be his public defender. The 
defender uses bad maneuvers, 


then stages a riot meant to parody 
Al Pacino’s ‘You’re out of order’ 
tirade in And Justice For All. The 
film stars Candy with fellow SCTV 
alumni Eugene Levy and Joe 
Flaherty, and is directed by David 
Steinberg.” 
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Fanzines 


Weird news aficionados: The wildest, funni- 
est, most bizarre news items are found in 
Strange But True newsletter. Dozens of 
weird news items per issue. Sample copy 
$2. Write: SBTN, 7522 Campbell Road, Suite 
113, Room 162. Dallas, TX 75248. 
e 

Raw Humor Well Done! National Pub- 
lic Humor Newsletter, outrageous humor 
monthly since 1988. Political & social 
commictary. Jokes. Cartoons. Slapstick 
journalism. Subscribe for only $12 a year; 
$20 for two years. (Sample issue—$2). Send 
a check or money order to: NPHN-JBB, 
P.O. Box 21, Cheshire, CT 06410. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 
videos, Joe Bob will give you afree ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information to P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


Place a personal ad or message, 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 
Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
forget your signature and expiration 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 
able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
appear in approximately three weeks. 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
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